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IT was the niglit of the eleventh of November,
1918. The little town of Keatings in the

northern part of Illinois was brilliantly il-

luminated—for the Armistice had been signed and

the war was practically over. Everyone rejoiced,

even, John Flushing, the financier, for there was
his mansion resplenidicnt with light, near the out-

skirts of the town. Yes, the retired financier

seemed to share in the spirit of the day, but in

his heart was a grief that was overpowering. He
was alone. It had been five years since the death

of his wife, and today, even Armistice day, he

had received a telegram telling him that his son,

lieutenant John Plashing, Jr., had been killed'

in action. Flushing sat in his library. He was

liolding in his hand the telegram that he had re-

ceived. No longer were his features stern and
determined, but relaxed and softened, no longer

was his blue eyes pierci-ng, but dimmed—the

business man in John Flushing was giving way
to the father. No other feeling than one of pity

could arise in one's heart if he could see this par-

ent of fifty-five winters grieving over the death

of his only child. Ah! he could stand it no long-

er, he must forget. A walk in the garden miglit

compose him, he would go out.

John Plushing had been walking in the garden

for about two liours when the town clock began

to toll tlie mid-niglit hour. Being now calm

again he was surprised at the lateness of the

hour and retraced his steps to the house. All was
now in darkness except for a dim light in tlie

front hall, for the porter thinking Flushing had

retired had closed up for the night. The finan-

cier had almost approaclied the porch before he

saw tlie silhouette of a man against the glass of

the front door. He pasued for a moment, then,

wliipping out a revolver, lie advanced, towards

tlie door until he was at the first step leading

to the porch.

"Put up your hands"-—this is a low but de-

termined voice.

Then Flushing went up the steps—two at a

time, and quickly ran his liandiS through the

man's pockets, but all he could find was a dirk,

which he took possession of. He then drew out

of his Own polket a bunch of keys. "Here," he

said, "use the smallest one and be quick about

The man obeyed and he and Hushing entered

the hall. Now the financier obtained for the first

time a view of the would-be burglar's face. He
was an Italian and perhaps the same age as

Flushing himself. A heavy beard and a scar

from ear to ear made him a fearful looking ob-

ject and Flushing in spite of his weapon sliudr

dered. It was only momentary fear however

and was easily disregarded. He pressed on the

light in his library and motioned his prisoner to
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An hour passed and Flushing and his burglar

came out of the library. There was no gun to

threaten Tony now for John Flushing had done

something that night he had never did before.

Yes, the burglar had been pardoned for he had
touched a' soft part in Flushing's heart when he

had told him of his son being killed fighting for

Italy and liberty, and how he, Tony, was forced

to support his children and being out of work
had by necessity became a burglar. Ordinarily

Flushing would have scorned the story and the

general appearance of the Italian would have

justified him, but to-night he could no do so.

His dead son he thought would not allow him to

turn this Italian over to the police. He had even

presented a large sum of money to Tony and the

Italian seemed moved. Yes, they parted at the

door as friends not enemies.

A year passed'. Once more Armistice Day is

here. John Hushing is again seated in his

library. In his hands he again hold a message,

not however, concerning the death of his son,

but concerning his own death—itW'as a threat

from the "Reds.'' A grim smile was Flushing's

only answer. He had nothing to live for. What
did it matter to him.'' He shuts his eyes and
sinking back in his chair seems to be sleeping.

A great change has come over the financier since

the death of his son. His hair is now almost

M'hite and his features are those of a man of

sixty-six instead of fifty-six. Yes, Flushing was
sinking fast and tlie "Reds" would not be able to

deprive him of many years of life. In truth, he

himself would do nothing to lengthen his days.

The light of day has now retreated before the

darkness of night and. all the houses in Keatings

fire again illuminated. This time, however, the

financier refuses to even seem to share in the


